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THE  writer  of  these  poems.  HENRY  G. 
ADAMS,  lias  no  other  means  of  support 
than  the  sale  of  this  little  hook.  Its  merits 
and  demerits  the  reader  can  easily  discover 
on  reading  it.  The  fact  remains  that  the 
Christian  public  can  do  a  kindly  act  for  a 
man  who  has  had  many  trials  m  his  day  hy 
buying  a  copy  of  this  little  hook. 
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ORIGINAL  POEMS, 


CROWNED. 

And  now  the  Crown  has  graced  fair  Edward's  brow, 
He    reigTis    as   King   o'er   God's    own    chosen   race: 

And  may  He,  both  in  love,  and  wisdom  grow, 
I'roving  his  great   worth,  to  fill  his  noble  mother's  place. 

The  world  will  watch  with  a  keen  and  jealous  eye, 
The  future  steps  that  our  noble  mother's  son  will  take; 

To  gain  the  love  of  His  numerous  subjects  far  and  nigh, 
God  grant  Him  grace,  a  wise  and  loving  King  to  make. 

From  David's  royal  descent,  our  kingly  line  has  run. 
And  obtained  the  power  given  by  that  King  of  Love; 

Who  has  almighty   power   to  exhault  the  humble  man, 
And  place  him  as  a  Star  in  yon  firmament  above. 

God  bless  the  day  that  made  fair  Edward  king, 
As  our  mother's  crown  was  set  upon  His  brow; 

Let   shouts  of  joy  from   every   Briton's  heart   now   ring. 
And  prayers  ascend  that  Edward  strong  in  grace  may  grow. 

Long  mav  our  king  and  (lueen  enjoy  the  regal  chair. 

And  reap  the  rich  rewards  of  seed  by  our  late  mother  sown; 
Oh:   may  they  both,  the  boon  of  health,  and  virtue  share, 
And  when  gone  from  earth,   may  their  virtues  still  be  known. 

May  peace  now  reign  through  Britain's  vast  domain. 
And  when   Fire  and  Sword,  devastation   there  has  made; 

Mav   frit.id  and   foe,  in   harmony   there  reign, 
And  the  cruel  and  bloody  hand  of  war  be  forever  stayed. 


GOD  RULES. 

Boast  not  vain  man  of  pleasures  thou  wilt  enjoy  tomorrow, 

It  may  be  to  thee:  a  day  of  bitter  grief  and  sorrow; 
Thou  hast  not  power  to  act  against  the  Ruler's  wMl 
Nor  yet  can  Thou  all  thy  vain  promises  fulfil. 

Kings.  Queens,  and  Slaves  at  His  command  must  bow, 

The  serf,  the  slave,  the  vassal  and  the  proud  are  stricken  low; 
No  power,  have  they  when  His  commands  are  given. 

He  does  but  speak,  when  mighty  rocks  and  hills   are  riven. 

The  mountains  tremble  with  the  fury  of  volcanic  fires, 

Which  causes  consternation,  among  the  hoary  headed  siree; 
No  help  is  there  for  vain  and  haughty  man 

Whose  lives  when  measured  do  not  exceed  a  span. 


The  (  Pi  (Mil's  waves  ilffy   the   [Kiufr  of   lc<-lili'   luiLii 

Whirh,   noble  Canute  jn-oved  whin    ll>'  iilaceil  on  iheni  a  ban 

I'.y    bidiliiiK  them   to  roll   no  farthi-r.   lo   \\v\   a   Sovert-iKn'.s  l'ti-t 
Whii  li    |pr(.>\t'S   to    His    base    Hat  tei-ois,   a    nolile    Kind's   lii-fcat. 

Kiiij;    I'Mwaril  i'liinni-i|    |(n-  a  ^leal   and   brilliant   day 

lint   (!<i<i   had  said.   'Phou   must   a   heljiless   nioi-tiU  lay: 
"I"    am   The   KInK.   who   lules   on   eailh.   also  in    Heaven: 
At    my   mmmand   all  earthly  |io\\er   I'roin  thee   is  ii\cn. 

I'foud  Spain,  once  sounht  :i  victory  o'er  the   Tritisli   Isle  to  -;aln, 

liut   fJod   had  said   th,\-   tleet    shall   nevei-   n.oie  return  to  Spain. 
.And   ihe  fe.x    :hat    irom  the  ilieadl'nl  rarnan-.-   iled, 

The  storm  eiiKtllfed:    deep   in   tlu-  mighty   ocean  s  beOi. 

Maji   boa.sts  of   what   to-niorr(>\v's    stains   will   be, 

"God  says"  this  nif?ht  thy  soul  \sill  be  reiiuired  of  thee; 

Then   unto  ilu.st    thy  moi-tal   body  shall  a^ain   return. 
And   why   wilt   thou   My  rig-hteous  counsels  spurn? 

<>ftimes   man's  thouKlits  aspire  to  a  vain   and  lofty   height. 

When  suddenly,  the  day  becomes  to  him  a  lonir  continuous  nifjht 
His  plans  are  oveithrown  by  Him   who  says   1   nuide. 

The  iilanets  in  their  course:  also  the  ebbing  and  tbiu  in;;  n{  the  tide, 

Man  iTmst  sucxumb  to  Him  who  reigns  alone  supreme, 
To  Him  who  feeds  the  fowl:   ,ilso  the  fish  within  the  stre.im. 

Though  oft  we  scoff  and  mock  "The  brow  "  once  pierced  by  thorns 
Safe   is   the  one   whom   His   bilKht    cidw  n    ai'.orns. 

I'pon   the  stormy  tlallilean  sea:    where   Peter's  faith  h,-ul   faikxl 
He<'ause  he  doubteil  Him,  who  to  the  cross  was  n.iilwl, 

Heboid   that    heliung  hand   stretched   forth   to  rescue  one. 
Who  denied    Him   thrice:    when    His   iierswution   had   begun, 

An.l   this  is   He  who   for  the  world  was   crowned. 

The  Being  who  in  the  sepulcnre  three  da.ys  .and  nights  was  bound. 
When   an   angel   from   above  had   i-olled   away   the  stone. 
And   Christ   our    King,    from    His  earthly   t(nnb  had   llown. 

'Tis  thus  He  spa'<e  to  all,   who  will  accept   of  Him, 

Although   the   locks   are  grey,   the   eyes   becoming  dim: 

.My    mansions   they   are   ma!iy:    and   need   not   earthly   light. 
For  theiv  the  sun  never  sets,  and  there  the  .lay  is  always  bi'ight. 


THE  ORPHAN  GIRL. 

Without    father  oi-   mother  to  mou'.d  thy   yi.uthful   heart, 

Or  lead  thee  in  roads  that  will  give  to  thee  light: 
Cast   behind   thee   all   snar  s  froiu  Satan's   vile  dart: 
That    tly   like   an   .arrow,    turning   day   into   night. 

The  world  will  pro\  e  i  old  to  "th.-  child"  which  then  art, 
And   offer  delusions  that   will   cause  thee   to  stray: 

Planting  thorns  in  thy  heart  which  may  cost  thee  a  smart, 
Which   m,ay  now,   and   forever  da -ken  thv   wav. 


'i'h(iLi;;li   iriciHllrss  iliou  ail,   iliere  Is  Oiii-  who  can  see 

Kaih  stt'ii   thou  ilost  lako,   in  thy  journey   IhmuKh   life; 
And   loiKlly   Hf>  says,   tho.'se  who  will  come  inito  Me, 
I    will   li^hN  II   their  burdens,   throuKli   the  valley  '  f  ^-'rife. 

111.  II  s. ,.  i.(,t    the  pleasures,  that  will  burden  thy  I'.u., 
.\iiil  <ausr  thee  ,i   ining  that  the  world  ciinnot  heal: 

'I'lic   iKith,   is   nut    idimh     \\\:i\    will   letid  to  the  KOtil, 
l-'or   ilufe   is  itiie;    Who   tor  all   thine  eirors   (tin    feel. 

'I'liuimli  hi-aiiililrs  anil  liiiais  around  ihee  have  grown 
And    thislKs    ii  i\e    hlouineil   in   tlie  iilace  ol    the   rose; 

'Ihi-   ii-a)iir   will  .ulean  of  the  peed   that   was  sown. 
And  sever  the  lares  from   the   wtieat    that   Vie  sows. 

M  i\'   thy  thf)tiKhts  and  thine  a(  tion.s  l)(    pure  as  the  snow, 
As   it   covers   tile  earth,   with  its   inanlle  of  white: 

And   day  after  day:    may  th.v   virtues  still  Rrow , 
fnlil  thy  home  thou  will  reach  in   that  land  of  deligiit. 


IN  MEMORY  OF  G.  A.  GIBSON 

I  Who  was  lost    ill   ttie  I'^ruplioii  of  St.   Vincent.) 

SlffpiiiK  in   a    watery   Rrave;   lieneath   the   tropic  sun, 

Far,    far   ,iway  from  his  early  childhood's  home; 
IMs    trials    are   over:    liis   cartlily    toils    ai'c   done, 

-And   never  more  with  ns,   will  tlie  old   I'aiiiiliar  linnre   mam. 

"lis    sad    to    jiarl    Willi   tho.se    for    whom    ;ve    liave   a    love, 
And  lay  them  near  our  homes,  where  we  can  gaze  uiion  the  tomb. 

Yet  'tis  jo.v  to  know  that  wt'  as;aiii  ma\-  meet  in  realms  above, 
.\:i'l    rlcfr    till,    hciiits   (>(  thusi'  wlm  now  are  veiled   in   ulooiii. 

Few  were  tlie  tliouf;:hts,  when  last  he  left  his  e.irthly  iionie 
In  health  and  stiength,  with  hopes  th;it  tilled  the  heart  with  joy, 

That  never  more,  he  would  within  his  iiative  -ciilage  roam; 
r.o(i  dry  the  tf.irs  of  those,  nnijl  they  meet  again  their  sailor  lioy. 

Il.id    he   have    passed    away    with    loving   friends    around. 

We  could  ha\e  clieered  liis  parting  liours  from  here: 
We   could   when   all   was  o'er,    have  laid  him  in   the   mound. 
And  on  the  new-maile  grave  have  shed  a   iiarting  tear. 

He  has  gone,  God  comfort  those  whom  he  has  left  behind, 

To  them   a   father,   friend   and   husbtind   may   Thou   be; 
.\nd   may  they  in  Thee  strength  and  consolation  find, 
I'ntil  they  meet  with  him,  now  sleeping  in  the  sea. 


Farewell  to  him  our  brother  resting  in  an  ocean  grave, 
T^ntil  the  Angel  shall  the  trump  tnroughout  the  earth  rpsound 

Cod  has  only  taken   him,   for  which  a  time  he  gave, 
And  soon  we'll  meet  again  as  homeward  all  are  bound. 


THE  BLIND  GIRL. 

I    ga^ed    in   silcr.t    wonder   uron    :'    senl-p   t  hild. 

As  she  giided    Ihroutjh   t!ie   1;ukh   ;md    mottled   crowd. 
All   heedless  of  the  )).issiiif;-  throng  that   rudely  .smiled, 

On   her   whom    Cod    His   mislity   power   bestowed. 

The   sun    iit-'er   shone   uiion   a    face   more   tir.Kht, 
AlthuuKh   the   o.lis  of   li^ht   to  her  were  g-fie, 

And    the   Klorious  day  to   her   was  one   continuou.s   niprht, 
Vet    in   the   heart    hri^ht   ra\s  of  lo\  e   still   shone. 

To    her    the    charms    of    nature    were    unknown. 

Yet    still    she   listened    to    the    warblers    sony; 
And    day  by   day   her   deeds  of  love  had   far  outshone; 
The   wealthy   and   the  inoud;    the  inl^'lMy  and   the  strong 

The   j;l(>w   of  love  shines   brightly  on   that    face, 

That    besiieaiis    the   kind    and    generous    heart    within; 

As  onward  throusli   lit'.'  her  l''athei-  gives  her  grace. 
To   overcome   the  tt-mi'ter   with   his   liesetting   sin. 

She   inhales   the   jierfuiiie  of   tl'e    woodla.iu   flowers 
Although  its  colors  are  as  a   mystic   wand  to  her, 

She  loves  to  think  of  Him,  the  reaper  and  the  sower. 
That   did   within   her  irentle  heart   a  .sacred  love  bestil 

Few   were  the   pleasures,   this   gentle  maid  had  soug'ht— 
V.'hile  dwelling  here  in  this  unfriendly  home; 

She  knew    her   ransom   tiv    His  death  had    been    bought. 
And  ca.-ed  not   long  on   this  (old  earth   to  roam. 

Yet    nobly   .,n    with    lo\  ing    heart    she    toils 

To   keep  an   aged   mother  and  herself  from  wants, 
Anil    when   Satan  seeks  to  enfold   her  in    his  coils. 
She   bids  him   to  dejiait,   to  his  own  accursed   haunts. 

Tlirough   trials  and  tenii'lat ions  nob!>    has  she  stood. 
As  the  martyrs  .'-tood  the  test  in  .lays  gone  i>y: 

^^■hl>li  chocfiiig   foi-  their  death    llie  angr\    (lames  of   wood, 
Thu'--  ;-be\\iiig   'i\'    their  f.Mtli   a    willingness   to  di". 

"I'is    thus    we   si  e   the    virtues    that    in    the    poor    ili'anid, 
Th.it   .ire  unknown   to  th  ».se  who  boast   of  hatighty  rank; 

And   at    the  final   day   when   Ciabriel's  tiiinip  .^hall   soinid. 
Many    will    tbeie    b.-   witliin   .i    yawning   c  hasin    sank. 

Ther«'  aic    those    whose    blJMdnefJs   Is    a    selfish    will. 

And  (are  not   f(U'  the  wants  of  those  who  toll 
Through   trials    and   tenii>lat  Ions  tip   many   a   rugged  hill. 
Who   w  i!l   In    futiu'c  fioni   their  own   tuig'eniMous  acts  riM'oil. 


The   perfume  from   the   fragrant   rose  Inhaled, 

Taught  her  a  lesson  of  our  Heavenly  Father's  power; 
And  g.ive  her   hopes  that   If  she  by  Satan  was  assailed. 

Cod   xvas  a  safer  and  a   sironwer  hldlnir  Tower. 


What  picture  could  dcscnbe  our  now  forsotteii  sorrow, 
Should   God  deprive  us  ot  our  precious  sight? 

Or  who  cm   forseo   what  may  ci.ine  upon   the  iiioi  row. 
Hclwoen  the  -ising  of  the  sun  and   roniing-  of  the  iiisht. 

lOiU'h  day  she  seeks  jssistance   from    "The  'J'liione" 

Wherr-  dwells  the  Kiiitr  of  l.ove;   al:-o  the  orphan's  God, 
The  reaper  of  the   seed,   iliai    in    His   na.Tio   was  sown, 
Thi»  Father  that  is  ever  willins   lo   w  ithold  the   I'od. 

Although   the    \^■orld   is   darVc    wilh    n.  line    luf-t    lo   sight. 

And   scenes  of   le::\ily   h.a\e   i  o  ih  :Mi  s   for   iK-r. 
There  is  a   hand   that   g-iiii',es   h>  r  ilnouj^li   the  ni»-'ht, 
And  will  take  her  home  to  dwell  I'oi  e\er,  and  foievei'. 

How   can  we  feel  for  :inothcr's  eai'fhly  toils  and  trials. 

I'ntil   tht>  I'od    is   lain    uiioii   oui-  unliUMli'ned    mind; 
Tis  then   we  covet   soin"  of  the  kind  and  earthly  smiles, 
Which    from  our   eaithly    friends,    we   rarely  ever   fi:ui. 

Uri^ht  ire  her  nights  ihat  swiftly  ulide  away. 
For  days  ne'er  <>ome  to  hi-r  in  that  lirij;ht,  but  lonely  home. 

And   soon   that   darkness  may   In-  chanRcd  to   ia(!ianl   day. 
In    th:K    bi-i^ht    land    where   ransom.-d   souls   will   roam. 

Then  extend  the  helpinsr  iiami  to  ihose  ulio  plod  along 
The  straight    and    '.arrow    j'iith   of  daily   life. 

For  soon  you  may  be  calleil  to  sin'j  your  fai"WeH  .song, 
Then    enter   mansions   that    ;ne   (vvf   from   •■.iithl>    .strife. 

Weigh  well  the   word,  e'er  fr<>m  thy  lips  it   pass, 

Let    not    the  smile  conceal   the  poisoi;ed   dart   beiie.ith, 

our  threads  of  life  aie  brittle  as  a  sea  of  glass. 
And    our   bodies,    as   an  old    and    s:  dly   faded    wieath. 


WOMAN ! 

Woman:   noble  wonian!     Who  .uid   uh.il   .n  t    thou'.* 
Tf   not    a    being    insiiired   l)y    Him    who   rules   above; 

To    thee    we   must    In   loynl    submission    bow. 
As    one    endowed    ^^lth    all    the    power    of    love. 

In    every    sphere   of    life    th.v     work    is    seen. 
Within    the  scullery   ;uid    the   marble   ball. 

Amid   strife    ami    turmoil,    thou    hast   ever  been 
The    f;iithful    .iiend    who  lespoiids    to    ever\-    iill. 


Far    from    thy    home    upon    the    blood   stained    lield 
Where   tile    wounded    iind    dying   soldiers    lay. 

Thou   hast   ever   proved   thyself  a    worthy  shield, 
That   tr  uisfnrnis  darkness  Into  celestial  day. 

Whei-c  ibe  pan  hing   lip.s   in   .igonv  are  smi  in   p.irt. 

Ami   the   eyes   bespeak    what    the   silent    tongues   refu.se. 
TVier*'    wom;in'«    h:>?'.d    extr!ii  t.".    !!».;»    !ti^!MO!'.:!'.;a    :!:;rt 

Anil    bathe    the   lips    with    Heaven's    f.illing    ilew«i. 


Tho  moon  shf<!s  I'orlh  a  p'lle  ami  wicr.lly  li^lu. 
Where  souls  had  llowii   t'roiu  sieiies  so  liaik: 

Thci-e  woman  labors  thrnuiih  lh«'  'irfiny  ni^ht. 
To  aiil   ill   hrishlenini;-  tin-  laiiii   an. I    lin^t-rini;  spark. 

Ttu'ir    U'lalii-    lu\  iiij;    hands    at     mi.iniyht     I'nl.l 
The  RoMior's  arms  across  ihe  lift-less  hreasl, 
And   drops  a    mothers  tear  upon   the  cheek   so  < oM. 

As  she  I'lMNS  to  Him  aii.i\e.  to  uranl  cteiaial  f'st. 

Fai-   iiom   lliy    li.imi',   aiioss  the  Ixuindless  sea, 
Thy    soii^s    are    heard    aseeiidins    unto    C.od. 

Where  daily  thou  hast  wrouKht  to  set  the  (  iptive  free 
From    the   j.ath   of   yii  •■    wherein   his   fiel    have   trod 

Tin-   ^lahbath   niuih   apiirars.    the   walrhman   at    tlie   \^v«\^ 
Where  thei-"-  an-  im  Sdinals  i-X'  t-pt   tin-   o.  ean's  foar; 

AVhen    low  :     A    voiee   is  heanl    that    whisjiers   low. 
Thou  art   aimther  t^ahhath  nearer   Heaven's  shore. 

Calmly    rcslinK    ■'thei-e"    mi    board    that    fragile    haniiie. 

Awaiting  lor   His  (all.    is   a    widowed    mother's    h<>y. 
His  sun  is  seltini:-  fafl.  it   is  >iu\y  a  feeble  spark. 

" 'Tis   lle-i-'-"    a    wmiiaii   ki Is   to   pray    in   holy  joy. 


She   kiss.-d   him    fnr  his   love   and   absent   mother. 

As    she   drew    his    head    npmi    in-r  throhhiiiK    breast: 
Then   with  tears  of  joy.  slu mils   liim   U<  aiiMllu-r, 

Wlin  h.is  called  him  to  a   brtt.-r  Inane  to  rest. 

He   feels   her   tears   upon    his  c  idd  and   pallid   .-hMek, 
And   smiles  at   her  who  seeks  in  vain   to  smother 

The   words   she   could   not.    dai.-   not   spenk. 
As  she  wept   ;md  kissed  liim   lor  an  absent  mnthci-. 

And    when    that   soul    has    How  n    to    Him    who   ^ave. 
She  laid  ii  fjided   rose  upon  that  silent   breast; 

Then    watched  the  bubbles   risini;  f.oni   the  ocean   grave. 
As  she  prayed  to  Him  above,  who  grants  the  wet.ry  rest. 

Next,   we   meet    her   in    the   h(i\cl   m    .b-spair. 

Atleiuling  to  the   wants  of  those  in   dire  d'stresB: 
We   hear  the   i  heerful   voice   that   breathes  the   prayer. 

Then  eatch  the  angel's  whisper,  thy  efforts  He  will  blrss. 

We  see  the  numerous  dainties  upon   a   ttiblc  siiread. 

And  the  tears  of  gratitude  de.scendlng  from   Ihe  eyefl: 
We  hear  a   feeble  voice  ascending   from   that   bed, 

And  mark  the  heaving  bosom  strive  to  suiipress  the  sighs. 

'Tis  woman!     Who  can  minister  to  those  who  need  ;i  fii'i  d 

When   all  the  world   jippeiirs  to  them   a   blank? 
Tin   woman   who  can  cause   the  stubborn   will   to  ben.i. 
And   raise   the   weak   tmd    fallen   to   the   highest    itink. 

How    oft   we  see  her  sympathy  in  a  substantliil  way 
By  alms  undeen  to  all  but   Him.   Ihe  king  of  hne; 

And  'Iheie"   uiion  her  knePB.  at   rir.sr  of  winter's  day. 
She  breathes  a  silent  prayer  that  (U)d  will  iirant  her  love. 
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She  clasps  those  feeble  haiuis  that   have  so  thinly  grown, 
Ami  bids  that    shiUitiK  form   to   trust    in    Hitn   above: 

Then   directs   her   to  The    I-anib.    who   sits    uiion    His   throne. 
And   relates    the    sl^;ry    of    His    nt-v.-r-dyinji"    love. 

She   leaves    that    lowly    home    to    enter    ''irdly    hai;^ 

But    i)ride   has    no    place    in    that    true    woman's    he.irt  ; 

For  she  has   made  a    vow.    that    when    the    .Mister   calls. 
She.   with   His   aid.   will    iierform   a    woman's   part. 

Who,  but   a   mother,  can  perform   that   hallowed   p'rt. 
And    render    home    a    iiar.n.ise    while    here    on    earth? 

())■   v.ho    can    'lain    .he   slander   si>ront    <n   start 
rntil    it    1h.  limes    the    tree    of    noble    worth'.' 

What,    but    a    woman's    heart    c.Mi    fee!    for   atother's    woes, 
And   apply  a   soothinp   balm   that   eradicates   the   jain'.* 

Or    who    can    <()mprehend    the    hrippines"    of    those. 
That   throuph   a    woman's  efforts   h  iinioii\    doth   reign'.' 

•Tis    woman    who   has    t;'Uglit    the    callous    heart    to    ]ii-ay. 

And  sown   the   see<ls  of   lo\e   within   th.e  s  ixage   breast: 
'Tis   woman   who  transforms  the  darkness   into  day. 

And   bi-e.athes   the   silei.t    pr.iyiT   that    !;i\e   the    \«eary   rest. 

Blest    lie  the   ii.ime   of   hei',    our   lale   belove<i    citieen. 
Whose   aiiris   were  oeace  all   through   her  vast    domain. 

Although   she  slei'|is   within   the  tomb  her   work  can   yet    be  seen 
Within    the   hearts   o;'  those   w  lio   yet    in    power  ren     in 

'Tis   woman    who  has   left    a    home  of   Inxiirv    aial   e.ise. 

And   then    stn'moui.Icil    bairiei-s   thai    men    in    \ain     ateiiij.t. 

They  have     limbed  the  lofty  hills  and  sailed   the  angry  se.as. 
Than  a  Ided   to  their  number  the  souls  t  he\-   h.i\e  ledempt 

'Tis   woman   that    can    liain    thi'   young   .and    tendei'   sho<it. 

I'ntil   It    becomes    the   staunch    and    thrifty   ti-ee: 
Tlien  storms  may   lieiid  the  biancl-.es,   bii;   ..ivnot    lire  ik   the   root. 

.\nil  so  it   is  with   iliosc   \v  )iom   .lesus  had   led  set    free 


It    is   not    all   of   those    who    weai-    the   g.irb   of   woman. 

That   can    be  counted   worthy  of  so  disini'  an   appln.ition: 
'Tis    only    those   whos  •   a,<,io:-^   .  .,ily    p,  .  ve   liiein    lo   be    hum. in. 

Can   b3  counted    \\.irlh.\    of  .^-o   divine   an   appel.iiion. 

In    vain    "The   virgin  '    sought    .1    slnlter   ai.d    a    bed 
Within    the   streets    and    bines    of    rethlehems   town. 

Until   the   angel    guidcu    la-,    to    wbeie   ihc    .  \en     c,l 

Atid   "there"   was  bom   ■'I'lic   King'    who  x.nic   tin-  tbomy   ircwii. 

It    was   woman   who   bathed    ills    ^vorn   .and    weary   feet. 

Then   wiped   thfm    \\itb   the  lowd   that  nature  Riive. 
It    was   womati    who  i   msed    the   c\  il    hearts  to   be'U, 

.\s  -he    went    at   enly    na-rn   to  iei     1  :c.leemer"H  Kl'aVP. 

Il    is   wom-ni    who   his   gone  to   where   lla    ilmges  tlow. 
And    liaiie    adieu    to    her    own    li. •loved    l.iiid. 

^y.-     Krta     crfi;^i-    *.  ::     *;c;  i  !  *;:  ■ ;;     t"!;'.ly       t  b.'a     miPppl     opCd     tO    **<>U'i 

.\nd  gather  shelves  of  i;r.iin   fioia   India's  coral  strand. 
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Could   we  f-ee  the  \irtue.s  ihai  .iliiiuml   in   woman's  heart, 
Or  truce  the  lolly  thoufjhts  that   )  vm  through  woman's  brain, 

it    \\oubi   cut    un;<iTihK   iia-   l"v\    i!i,,i    hms   the   ijoisoned  dart 
And  berunies  tin-  nolile  aiiuri  <_•  of  au   eternal  gain. 

Could   >iiu   loail   h'T   ihnu.Lilits.   w  l;en    furious    storms   arise, 
As  111.-  ln'wlini;  icniiu --i    whistles  at  the  cottage  door; 

That   line  she   loves,   upon  this  dismal   ni.L;ht   he  dies, 

And  sleeps  within   the  ocean's  bed    uimii   a    fuii-inn   shore. 

Beholcl  h<-'r  in  '. lu-  cell  wIht.-  the  guilty  wretch  re(M>ils, 
Front  the  prayers  and  admonitions  of  a  woman's  heart; 

Co  watch  her  as  earnestly  and   lo\  in-^ly  she  toils, 
'I'm  heal  the  wounds  tliat  siiralig  irciu  ,<atan  s  dait. 

Go  to  a  diiinkard's  home,  if  \>i  sui  h  you   never  \\  ere, 
Then  gaze  upon  a  picture  ih.ii    liell  nia>-  blush  to  own; 

'Tis   there  you  (in<l  a   woman,   who  a    uinilen   lias  to  bear, 
Thai    sjiraiig   from    unclean   seei.!   the  e\  ii   dne   hii<l   snwti. 

Then  who  can   scorn  the  love  within  a  woman's  heart, 
Or  mock  the  tears  that   course  her  furrowed  cheek; 

She    was  given   to  a   n,an   to  enact  her  sacred   part, 
.\nil  woe  to  those  who  the  fall  to  her  may  seek. 

What,   bui    a   woman's  voice   in   sorrow's   darkest  hour. 
Can  lift  the  veil  that   enshrouds   the  shattered   mind'.' 

Or   what   but   woman,  save   llitn.    the  king  of   nower 
Can   Ileal   Oie  gaping  wound  and  severed  hearts  reliiiid'? 

It    is    woman    j.laiits   the    llower    Upon   a   stranger's  grave, 
.\iiil    waters  it   with  tears   from   weeping  eyes; 

ll'i-    vision    yet   is  bright  of  the  last  kiss  she  gave 
T'l    her   lielo\ed   child,    who   in    llu^   graveyard   lies. 

There   Ls  la    far-off   lands,   an  opiidon  yet   prevailing. 

That   woman  was  ordained  to  he  a  slave  to  man. 
And  there  are  those  who  constantly  are  railing, 

Hut   to  find  her  eipuil  as  a  friend,  you  never  can. 


r.ehold   her   in   the  class  upon   the   Sabbath   day, 
Implanting  seeds  of  love  within  the  youthful  heart; 

Moulding  youthful  minds  as  the  potter  does  his  clay. 
Training  youthlul  hearts  to  choose  that   better  part. 

Her  smiles  bespeak  the  love  that  dwells  within  tln'  heart. 
As  she  relates  the  story  of  the  rross  unto  her  little  llock; 

Until  the  teais  that  were  restrained,  now  from  their  channel  start, 
As  she  iiuiiloics  her  charKe  to  biiiM  her  hopes  upon  "Th.'  Rock." 

Woman,  was  "My  juother"  for  whom  I  inoun>.  to-day. 
As  often  in  my  dreams,   1   feel  her  arms  around  me  fold; 

Oh,  could   I  kiss  tho.se  lIpH  that   dally  bade  me  pray, 
But  nlas!  that  wish  In  vain,  as  years  ago  those  lips  were  cold. 

■VN'oman.  was  "My  sister,"  then  a  sweet  and  noble  child, 

Ond  knows  !f  still  on  esirth  she  yet  does  dwell; 
'TIs  oft   her  spirit   speaks  to  me.   In  accents   sweetly  mild. 

As  It  did  In  days  of  yore,  when  listening  to  our  village  bell. 
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Woman  was  "My  wife"  whom  Heaven  gave  to  me, 
Until  slie  bade  ailieu  to  enter  realms  where  sorrow    is  unknown 

She  left  me  with  a  charge  to  guide  o'er  life's  rough  sea, 
Until   thf  i-AvXh  reclaims   what   really  is   its  own. 

Woman,  wa.s  ".My  d.iUKhtfr,"  of  youiiK  and  t.-nder  Ajie, 
Driven  by  niisfoituue  from  her  i-hildhood's  home; 

(rod  holds  "that  key"  that  will  all  sorrows  yet  assuage, 
And  leunite  the  ones  that  were  enforced  to  roam. 

Winnan    swayed    tlu-   scei'ti-e    with   a    lo\  ins;    hand, 
'I'lial  br(jught  lier  sulij'c  ts  in  communion  with  each  other; 

lb  r   notilc   deeds  now    sin-ak   in   every  pan  of  India's  land, 
\"»'itli  liei-  name  in  i-e\  ei-.^u  .■  lifld.  as  India's  faithful  mother. 

Who  can.     limb  tli.'   liills  uf   woman's   loft>-  thoughts, 

Or  penetrate  the  depth  of  love  luucealed  in   w(/man's  heart; 
Who  enumerate   the  blesfings   woman's  zeal   has  brought 

Upon   the   fettered   slave  once   jiiei-i  ed   liy   Satan'.--   clart. 

Woman   sits   beside   the  cou' b    .ail   tbioui;ii    the   night 

And   cools  the  parting  lips   ili..t    bespeak   the  fever   lical; 

Slie  mourns  I  lie  dai'kness  of  tliat   siaii  that    li.is  no  ray  of  lig'nt, 
As  .silo  counts  that  feeble  pulse  tliat    has  almost    ceased  to  beat. 

There  are  Mary's  yet  within    many   a   httnible  home, 

Who  could   entertain    the  stringer   and    i.atlie   the   weary   feet' 

And    there   are  angels   yet    who   i>n   the  earth   still   roam, 
Tliat    in    the    future    will    enjoy   the    right    hand    seat. 

I  111    Cah.irs's    ila:l<    nioniil.    where   stood    llie    motley   crowd 
To  behold  ,i  si  ene.  tlie  il.ai-kness  in  the  ann.ils  of  the  age; 

There    woman    stood    \vith    !iea<l   in    deepest   soriow    bowed, 
"To    llini    .alone,"    v\  ho   louid    lier   liitter  grief  assuage. 

Woman    tliere   beheUl    her   Son    upon    the   igiiominous    cross, 
I  !t  I  \\  een    two   thieves   who    were   rightly   doom<  d   to   die: 

She    knew    not    t'v  o   her   gain   came   through   her   loss 

<  if   "(  Un-   Kiny,"    w  lio  .  ried    "lOloi'    j^loi'   lama   sa '>acht  liani," 


Woman    has   arisen    to  the    highest    pinnacle  <if   fame, 
Hy  seeking  to  amelior.ite  and  lessen  other's   waies; 

She  has  iiroved  herself  well  woiihy  of  a  name 
That    will   yield   a    richer   perfume  than   the   summer  rose. 

"Tis   woman   sows    the   seed    within    the   youihful   heart, 
That   in   Its  aiiopinted   time  matuics  to  golden  grain; 

She  watches  all  the  tares  that  from  the  surface  start. 
And  quickly  saps  the  roots  ere  they  can  sprout  again. 

It  was  woman  first  communed  with  our  risen  Lord, 
Whom   the  grave  with   Its   shackles   could   no  more   contain; 

It  was  she  who  spread  the  welcome  news  abroad. 
That    He   who   dieil   npon   the  cross   was  now   alive   again 

How   often   words  a'e  sptu'iied  that   come  from  woman's  heart, 
Beciuise  her  earthly  garment  jortrays  her  humble  birth: 

Ood  knows  how  nobly  she  has  performed  her  part. 

And  the  angels  can  rejoice  o'er  iier  deeds  of  imtoid  worth. 
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Many    a     u-Miy    foot    alnl    niaii\     an    at  hili.i;    heart, 
Fiuiiiil    a    lialni    i>(    untdlil    woilh    in     woman's    Irai's; 

Wnn.an's   lining   lu-aM    wa.'-  cnt'i'  r^aily  td  pfil'drni   its   iiarl, 
And   hi'al    till-    wiiiiials   iha.t   :-ia'anj;    Ironi   Satan'.-   .-iK-.tis. 

What     is    liiiini'    \\ilh(iul     a     wdinan'.s    \oiiL'    to    theer 
'I'lir  )  ia\i-llers  as  '  hi'y   sail  h'it  iil'e's  It'inpest  nous  sea? 

Willi    Aon.aii    lit    I  he    lalni    \iju   can    thioUKh    the    current    steer 
And    a\oiil    tlie   hreakeis    that    la\-    iiijon    .\a)ur   lee. 

Wiinsan    i,uenc  lies    lhi>    tii'e    that    Mnnuliiers    in    Ih'-    li>'att 
<  )f   Uiiise   who  Seek   to   I'a  n   the   siMik   into   a    lurid    tlame; 

Woman   I  \er   sirixcs    to    tullil    lier   sacred    [lai't, 

.Nnd   liy   deeds  ot   lo\-e  and    \irtiie.   letain   that    sa(  red   name. 

Woman's    teais   are    like   the   rainbow     with    its   hues, 
They  transl'oiiii  clouds  that   haiiK  o'er  many  a    home: 

And  are  to  aehiiiR  hearts  tlie  i-efreshing  dews 

That   se.itter  all   the   eloiids  as   the   ocean   does   its    foam. 

Take  woman  from  our  homes  and  life  liecomes  a  lil.ink 
Without    a    ray   of    li^ht    to   cheer    the   droopintj   he.irl; 

<  inr  sun  is  hidden  as  it  were  '.Nilliin  a  he.i\y  hank. 
And  not    but    woman's    voice   can    l.iid    that    cloud    deii.irt. 

When    Weill  ill's    i'.irs   are  couiv^.i.i;-  down   her  cli'eks 
.\s    dewilrojis   sparkling    in    ;  or.:e   re'iuestered    bower, 

tih:  (duld  you  read  that  heart  as  it  in  auKui=!h  speaks 
To   him   above;    l-.ej-  ro-k.   Ver  Ptr'<n;'th.   her  to.ver. 

Woiii.in    is    a    beinu    w  liom    (aul    endowed    with    power, 

Ti>   make   the   home  a    pal.o  «■   wh-iein    pure   l.i\e    may   dwell; 

She    holds    'the   ke\"    that    will    unbar    Ihe    prison    door, 

.\iid    miiiie    the    travellei-s   en    their    journey    lhrou;;li    111.-    dell. 

Who    ran    spurn    a    woman's    lend'-r    admonilion 

'  >r  cast    a    stij,'ina   on    liei-   who  teaches  the   li|is  to  pray; 

Wlieic  liut  w.cmans  heart  dwelN  1  hat  great  ambition, 
Tliat    li.inslorms    the   glooms     ni^hl    into   cc-lestial    chiy. 

Hehold    that     woman     pleadiii.g    at     the    feet     of    wretched    man. 

Whose    crimes    hath    rent    her    bleadinp    heart    in    twain; 
Then  spurn   those  tears.   Ih.ou    i\iaiit    if  you  c  .m. 

And    burst    Ihe   swollen    heart    that    seeks    thv    soul    lo    Main. 

(iod    help    her   as   she    waits    for    him    who    \owecl    to   cherish 
The  tender  plitnt  that  was  taken  from   its   childhood's  home; 

Lfsteti   to  her  last   appeal,  care  thou   not   that    I   should   jierish 
And   in\-   children   left   about    the   world   to  roam. 

Woman  scatter  seed   upon   the  rough,   unbroken  soil. 
That    vield   theh-   Koldeii  .sheaves    hi   their  apiiointed    time; 

God  Rives  her  souls  as  ,-i   reward  for  earnest   toll. 
And  a  passport  to  that   bri.ght  eternal  clime. 

Hehold  that   mother  as  the  evening  shades  presall. 
And  listen   ti>  the  [itayers   that  ascend    from   youthful  hearts; 

Think   you    that    :i    niother's    Iirjiyei-B    >v!!l   be   of    r.n  av.ii! 

Or  a  shield  of  great   protection  against    S:Uans  fiery   darts. 
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There  are   virtues  in  a  woiDans  kindly  smile, 
That  helps   to  cheer  the   crushed   aiul   bleeding   heart  ; 

To  feel  it  has  a   friend  in    whom  tm  guile 
Is  found  to  tire  the  sharp  and  venomed  dart. 

Woman!    vii  l  lous    wnman!    the   ni-isteri'iei  c   of   (toil's   own   hand, 
And  the  choicest   blessitig  e'er  bestowed  on  maii; 

May   the  angels   meet    thee  at   the   promised   land. 
Where  the   dead   in    Christ    will   join   the   regal   clan. 

God   bless   our   noble    w.imen    who   seek   to  le;id   the  young 
In  the  path    that    will  help  them   to  obtain   the  crown; 

There  is  a   balm   tor   those   the  subtle  sepent  stung. 
That    will    extract    the   venom    the   e\il   one    has   sown. 

Who    can    describe    the    joy    within    the    mother's   heart 
When  infant  lips  sing  forth  the  first   parental  call; 

Or  who  <  an   count   the  (<ost   w-hen   she  is  called  to  part 
With   one   whose   voice   rang  merrily   through   the   hall. 

She   watched   the   tiny    feet    as   they   beg.an   to    feci    the   way 
From  chair  to  chair  with   m.iiiy  a   joyous  smile: 

Her  smiles   were  brighter  than   a   siuibe.im  ray, 
That    lianishid    from    thv    heai  t    all    thoughts  of  guile. 

The  day  has  jiassed,   the  stars  are  shining  bright. 

Her    voice    i.s    he.ird    appea'ing    unto    <}od. 
That   he   will   guard  them   through   this  night. 

And   keep  them  in   tlie  p.itli,  the  deai-  Redeemer  trfid. 

These  lines   have  not    been    written,   in   view   of  eartl.ly  gain. 
They  are  in  memory  of  a   fond    wife  and   mother. 

Whose  efforts   here  on  e.irth   were  .always  to  obtain 
A    fut\ire  \\el(()nie  ,;nd   a   glad   reunion    with  each   other. 

Farewell    to   woman   here,    by    the   author    of   these    lines. 
In    which    T    seek    to    show    her    \alue    in    the    home. 

"VN'hich    certainly   exceeds    the    wealthiest    of   our    mines. 
And   ever   may    the  .angel   Peace,    .iiound    her   dw.'lling   roam. 


CRUSH  NOT  THE  FALLEN. 

Sear<h    thy    own    he.irt    and    daily   life. 

I'^e   thou   condemn    thy  t)rothcr's   or   thy   sistei's   w.iys 
Then    b.ittle    with   the   <  onnmon   foe  called    strife, 

A\'l)ich   may    d.irken   all    yo\ir  future  days. 

If   a    bi'olher    or   sister    w.mdcr    from    the    p.ith. 

Who   made   thee   a    judge   to   !'<miI    the    hidden    !>•■  art  ? 
Let    love   stllne  out    in    T'!'ice  of    huni.in    wrath, 

Thi-n   I'lOd    will    bless   thee    for   thy    noble    part 


Are    ther«>  no   evil   thoughts   within    thine   hi-art  ? 

r?e   not   deceived  ;     pure   thoiights  belong  to   Ood   .nlone. 
And    S.atan    d.iily    will    peifot  rn   his   ■  lU'iiiug    part. 

AN'hen    thine    .n-f    absent    from    <'TOii's   eternal    throne. 
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There  are  those  whose  only  God   is  pleasure  mixed  with   pride, 
They  disdain  the  meek  and   lowly  child  of  Ood  ; 

But  thi'y  will   have  to  l!eo  ainoiiK  (he  rorks  lo  hide 
From    thi-    avengins    angel    with    his    all    powerful    rod. 

Fire  not    the  iioisonud   dart   in  <  ase   it   may  rebound, 
And   strike   the   core  of  thine  own   burdened   heart  : 

True  love  and  sympathy  is   seldom  ever   found 
^\'here  God  and  man   doth   daily  dwell  apart. 

Would    thou   aid    the   lone   and    friendless   on    their   way. 
And  prove  to  them  they  have  a  friend  in  thee  : 

Strive  not  to  crush  the  last  expiring  ray 
Of  those   who  sail   upon   a   raging  boisterous   sea. 


m  MEMORIAN. 

Why  should  we  grieve  for  those  who  sleep 

In  a  calm  and  painless  slumber  ; 
Where  angels  in  their  white  robes  keep 

Their  vigils  o'er  a  countless  number. 

Thy   child    is   one   of   that   celestial   band, 
For  ever  free  from  cares   and  toils  of  earth: 

And  you   may  join  the  happy  band. 
Where  home  is  one  of  evei-lasting  nnrth. 

I  feel  for  thee  my  brother,   in   thy  sad   bere.ivement. 
And  ex*end  to  thee  a    sympathetic  hand  ; 

Hut  why  should   we  for  those  lament. 

Who  ;ire  n'sting   in    th.-it   bright,   celestial  land. 

May  blessings  rest  on  thee  ;ind   thine, 
Who  are  left  to  dwell   bene.it h  thy  roof  : 

And   may  they  recognize  the  will  of  due  divine, 
Who  from   Tlis   own   has   never  stood  aloof. 

The  time   will  come  when   you  must  go, 
And  may  thy  child  there  dasp  thy  hand  : 

Then    will    father,    mother,    brother,    sister    know 
Each  other,  in   that   bright,  celestial  land. 

Mourn  not  for  one,  whose  pains  are  o'er, 
And  is  keeping  watch   for  thee  nt  Heaven's  gate  : 

God  grant  to  thee  and  thine,  that  daily  power 
That  will  guide  thee  through  the  narrow  strait. 


MIDNIGHT  REVERIES. 

When  rapt   in   slumlier  uiuonsiious  of  ;il!   tarthly  cares, 
The  scenes  of  cliildlnxKl's  home  oft  flit  across  my  mind  ; 

I   hear   the  tveninK  tx-Us   that   summon    w oishippers   to   prayers, 
And    the   lileating   of   the   sheep   le-echoed   l>y    the   wind. 

I    hear    the    axeman's   biows    that    fell    the    sturdy    oak 
That  has  withstood  the  power  of  many  a  furious  blast  ; 

I   hear    the   ffrcy  owl's   sneech.   and    the   frogs    harsh   croak 
That   awaken   in   my   mind  scenes  that  are  long  past. 

I   hear   the  cheerful   voi(  e   of  gleaners   in   the   lield, 

As  they  s+ack  the  sheaves  of  golden  grain  ; 
I    hear   their   shouts   of   joy   o'er  the   abundant    yield, 

That    makes    me    wish    that    I     was    now    a    child    again. 

I   see   the   curling   smok.-   arising    from    the   shej. herd's  cot, 
And  hear  the  barking  of  his  faitnful  coolie  dog  ; 

Then  sorely  envy  him   of  his  humble,   hajijiy  lot, 
.\s   he   sits   at   eve   belore    the   huge   back-log. 

Oft   times  1   wander  through  the  old  churchyard. 
Where  the  ashes  of  my  friends  and  kindred  lay  ; 

Then  view  the  marble  slab  like  sentinels  on  guard. 
As   with   aching   heart,   I  sadly   wend    my  way. 

Sometimes  I  drift  upon  the  ocean's  vast  expanse, 
Where  stand   the  Andes  lofty  snow-caped  peaks  : 

When  the  Antartic  moon  shines  forth  the  scenery  to  enhance 
I  read  the  language  of  the  stars  that    to  me  in   mvsterv   speaks 


ALONE. 

Can  thou  lone  heart  resist  the  thought. 
As  the   embers  die  on   the  old  eai-th-stone, 

Kach  sound  when  heard  is  early  sought, 
Hy  one  who  stands  in  the   world,   "Alone." 

The   sun   may    shine  on    the   young   and   old. 
And  winds  around  the  man.sion  may   moan  ; 

The  mother  may  shield  the  babe  from  the  cold, 
Mat    what    of  th.it    heart  that    feels   ifa   "Alone." 

Each   bird   has   its   mate   at   the  coming  of  spring. 
Arrayed  in   a   iilumage  befitting  a  throne  ; 

The   tiavellers   are   cheered    by   the   lays   which   they  sing, 
\\h!(  h   ic.uh   not  the  heart  of  one  that's  "Alone." 


The    brutes    of    the    forest    in    paiis    always    roam, 

AVher*'    affei^tion    aTid    hoin.'itre    to    euch    other    are    show! 

The  birds  of  the  air  can  each   claim  a   home. 

When    a    man    in    (lod's    image    must    feel    all    "Alone." 
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Tin-   tish   i>f  the  s(M    ill   sclidols   thi-y  v  \n  swim, 

ThiiuKh  tli« 't-  home  it    miKht    lie  in  Ihi-   North  frigid  zone. 

Amid   moinitaiiis  of   ice   in   twiliuhl's   last   irloam, 

Whilst    the   soul    that    is   i-ansonied   must    wander   •'Alone." 

God   streiiKtheii   the   heait.s  of  those   who   may   roam, 

Arnonj,'   those   in    whose   hearts   seeds   of  hatred   are  sown. 

1   thank  thee  my  dod,  for  that  promised  home, 

Where  the   heart    that   is  sad   will  no  more  lie  "Alone." 


THE  WANDERERS  REIURN. 

One  auttnun   e\  e   when    Venus  briKhlly    twinkled, 
1    Keiitly    tapiied    ujjon    the    village    window    ly.ine  ; 

When   lo  :     a   careworn    face,  old   and  sadly  wrinkled, 
ICnfoiced   me  as  a   statute  it;   silence   to  remain. 

'Twas    not    the    lijis    which    fjrave   the   parting;    kiss, 
<  >r   the  arms   that    around   my   neck   entwined  ; 

(>h  :   bitter   thoughts:    why   art   thou   to   me  distressing, 
Since   those   1   loved,   no  more  on  earth  1   find. 

How   oft   I  knelt  at   that  sainted   mother's  knee, 
And    felt   her   tears   upon    iny   youthful  cheek  ; 

Oh  !    could   I    now  on   earth,  but   for  a  moment  see 
Or   he.'ir  that   ^  ei'tle   voice   that   once  to   tne   did   speak. 

Oh!    blessed   thought    that   we   may  re-unite. 
Where  storms  and   trials  no  more  can  part   our  kin  ; 

Where  shadows  are  not  seen  that  betoken  gloomy  night. 
Since   we  have  been   released  from   that  burden,  sin. 

In   \ain   I   sought    my   kind    and  aged   mother, 
Hut   alas  :     no  trace  of  her  could   "there"   be  found  ; 

fntil   a   stianger  who  greeted   ine  as  a  brother, 
Led   me  to   a   well   sec  luded  grassy  mound. 

Could  tears   now   speak,   .i    'ale  they  would   unfold 
Of  wrongs  inflicted  on  a   kind  and  loving  mother. 

Whose  memory  yet  is  cherished  by  members  of  the  fold. 
Who  will   in   yomler  home,   again  embrace  e.ach  other. 


WATCHING  AND  WAITING. 
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I'.y    the   side   of   a    spotless   white   and   iiumble   cot, 
A   patient   mother   watched   her  sleeping  child. 

When  an  angel   whispeied  ;     Fe.ii-  thou   not, 
(Jod  can  protect  een   though  the  .storm   be  wild. 

The  chil  i  awoke  with  a  smile  upon   her  face, 

Then  gently  pic.-sed   her   weeping  mother's  hand  ; 

She  told  her  she  had  seen  a  celestial  place. 
Far,    far  aw;iy.    where  dwell    a    white-robed    band. 
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The   slurin    sllll    i;if;eil    u|)imi    Ihf   aiiKi'.v    sea. 

No  lidiiiK-'^  c^inif  of  liiin  .sht  sdUKli'  ; 
My    (ioiJ  :    -shf   iiitd,    a    vision   Ciume   to   me. 

And   Heaven's   will,   this  ni^ht   is   wrought. 

Liilider    anil    hiudiT    Heaveji's    wild    artillery    rang. 
With    rain    in    torrents    madly    rushing    Ijy, 

When   a   booming   guJi    atro.ss   the   ooan   sang 
A  requitni  o'er  the  bra\e  now  calleil  to  die. 

At    length    the    storm   had   ceased,    the   morn   ai)i>ear.>', 
The   sun    shines   forth   from    its    hiding   plaee  ; 

Hut   there   are    many  eyes   now    shedding   tears, 
That   stand   ujioii   the  young  and  the   wrinkled    face. 


A   ery    arises    fniiin    the   eot,    has    father   not    yet    been. 

He  spoke  to  me  this  eve  as  I  in  slumber  lay. 
Then   ehisjied    me   in  his  arms  and   asked   me  had   1    seen 

The  little    tishing  eiaft   that   sank   in   yonder  bay. 

Each  night  a  light  is  .set  uix)n  a  window  sill. 
As   a   beacon   for  the  absent   one,   if   he   should   appear  ; 

And  many  a  i)rayer  ascends  when  wind  and  sea  are  still 
That    the   missing  traft  may  yet   be  drawing  near. 

The  days  roll  on,  no  trace  has  yet    been    found 

Of  those   who  left  their   homes   ujion  that   fatal  day  ; 

And   often    in   the  night     >•      •    distant   thunders  sound, 

We  think    we   hear   a  v  imong  the  breakers   in   the  bay. 

The    child    within    the   eot    nas    now    matured    to    womanhood, 
With  little  rosy  lips  oft  pressed  against  her  own  ; 

And  many  a  stormy  day  upon  the  beach  she  stood 
Where  relics  from  the  deep  are  oftimes  sti"wn. 

nftimes   the  <hildish  lips   will  whisper  in   her  ear. 

Will  grandpa   never  come  to  us  again  ? 
Then   with  a   smile  to  hide  the  falling-  tear. 

She  repeats   "the  story"  of  a   babe   within   a   manger  lain. 

The  tender  \oiee  ot   a   fair-haired  loving  boy 

Oft  seeKs  to  learn  the  history  of  the  light  on  the  window  Bill 
When    the   mother's   heart   o'erflowing   in   her  Joy, 

Relates   the  story  of  her   heavenly   Father's  will. 

The   storm    still    howls   around   that   cottage  door 

As  they  did,  when  she  a  mother  now,  was  then  n   child  ; 

And  soon  she  will  embark  for  the  dl-stant  shore. 
Where  she  will  ever  dwell   among  the   undeflled. 


TIME  FLIES. 

.\I\    hf^arl   stil!   \p:iriis!   in   nif'Pt    vvitli    those,. 

Who  wiiiuiered  I'rom  thfir  childhood's  home,. 
Ere  these   oibs  of   mine   in   <ie;ith    may   close, 

And   the  SLiiiit    I"roin   the  Hl'elesK  clay  .shall  rouru. 

The   days   oC   youth   have  .swiftly    llovvn. 
Ken  as  the  shadows  that  was  Hitting  by  ; 

Yet    memories   sweet   of   seed  once  sown. 
Oft  causeil  the  heart   to  breathe  a  sigh. 

Thorie    happy    days    flown   swiftly    past. 
Awaken  tender  cords,   within  the  breast, 

.\nd    cause   the    nihid    a    liackward  glance   to  cast 
I'pon  the  promise  that  the  weary  yet  may  rest. 

(Ill  I     well  do    1    reni-^mber   scenes   of  childhood's  home, 
And   the  tlower.s  that    upon   my   path   were   strewn  ; 

When    I    could   listen  to  tlie  bell   within  the  dome. 
But  alas:   for  me  those  hapjn-  days  are   llown. 

And  soon   the  tonpue  that   (irattled   in  its  youth. 
Within   the  silent  >;rave  must  there  Vie  lain  : 

And  when  the  balance  of  falsehood  or  of  truth 
Sliall   i.rove   my   loss   or   my    eternal  gain. 

The  world  to  me  with  all   its  charms  are  o'er, 

It.s   pleastires   leave   me   but   an    aching   void   behind  ; 

I  long  to  reach  yon  bii^ht  and  radiant  shore 
Where  father,   mother,  and  fri-.-nds  of  youth  I'll  And. 


OUR  DEPARTED  QDEEN. 

What   rneans   this   sad   and   solemn   sound. 

He-echoed   low  tliroughout   the   land  '.' 
Rroiii  mouth  to  mouth  the  word  is  passed  around, 

'I'liat    on   Our   Queen,    grim   death    has   laid   His   hand. 

The   harve.st   came  ;     the    reapers   gleaned    His   sheaves 
Chief  of  whom   was  our  illustrious  Queen  ; 

And  now   she   ntiinliers   with  the   fallen  leaves, 
Wf  lovi-  to  dwell  on  what  her  noble  life  has  been. 


Can    lh"re    be    "those"    in    Britain's    vast   domain. 
That  could  refuse  to  shed  a  sympathetic  tear 

For  Her  who  ever  sought  to  gain 
The  welfare  of  Her  subjects  far  and  near  ? 

She  severed  links  that  bound  the  fettered  slave, 
'ri-i.'ti   taitsib.t    tne  rude  V'a.rba.ria.u   ueo-ce  *, 

Hir  tears    were  shed   upon  the  soldier's  grave, 
As   shi>   sought    all   means   that   war  should  cease. 


19 


Her  iKiiiH'.  fiiKi'iivcd  on  t-very   liritnin'H  hoiirt. 
Will  there  for  fountless  years  remain  ; 

AUhouRh    foes   may    fire   a    veiionied   dart, 
t'poii    Victoria's   nanic.   there   rests   no  slain. 

For   three-Score  years   has    Ihitain's    nolile   Quei-n 
Fulfilled  a   sovereiKH's   and   a    mother's   part, 

And   many  of   Her   Kracious  acts  luiseen. 

Are   now   eiiKi'aved   on    many   a    saddened    he.art. 

She  has  gone,   our  l>elo\"ed   Queen   and    mother. 
And  her  earthly   crown  oi>e  other   weal's. 

Hut   Hritons  ne'er  will  crown  one  other. 
With  a  name  so  jmre  as  Victoria   bears. 

She   has  lK>en   laid    within  the  tomb  to  rest. 

But   her    nuKhty    ICmpire   still   remains  : 
And    may   Her  son,   our  KiiiR,   be  blest, 

Whilst   he  his    molhei-'s   crown    retains. 

A   gloom  wa.s  cast  upon  Her  vast  domain, 
Tears  as  brooklets,  through  Her  Kmpire  ran  : 

And   long   will  Queen   Victoria's  reign 

Be  loved    and  cherished    by   the   Knglishman. 

That  promise  made  when  but  a  playful  child. 

Hr^s  honored  been  throughout  her  womanhood  ; 
Although  foes  may  jeer  a.i  Her  who  snnled. 
And  kept  that  vow:     "I  will  be  pood." 

W^e  bid  adieu  to  thee,  our  gracious  Queen, 
Thou  hast   left  this   toilsome,  troubled  shore  ; 

But  knowing  what  Thine  earthly  life  has  been, 
We  hope  to  meet   where  partings  ^vill  be  o'er. 

Then  honored  be  thine  earthly    orm. 

That  in  the  tombs  was  lately  laid, 
Sleeping  sweetly  through   the  storm. 

As  in  death's  robes  thou  art  arrayed. 


Crowned  and  beloved,  as   Britain'.s  Queen  ; 

And  by  the  unseen  hand  of  God  led  on  ; 
Her  reign  has  one  of  love  e'er  been. 

And  will  be  cherished  by  the  weak  and  strong. 

Her  flag  still  flutters  on  the  breeze, 
And  its  power  is  felt  from  pole  to  pole  ; 

It  floats  as  mistress  of  the  seas. 
Beneath   the  lightenlng's   flash   and   thunder's  roll. 

Within  the  pages  of  Heaven's  written  book. 

Will    the    name    be   found    of   TTor    so    good  ; 
And  the  angels  .smiled   when   Ood   He  took 

The  aged  wife    ind  mother  from  her  widowhood. 

We  mourn  for  thee  our  loved  and  honored   Queen 
As  a  child  bereft  of  its  mother's  care  : 

Thou  was  kept   and   chosen   by   the   great   Unseen, 
And  will  in  future  all  His  glories  share. 
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;Ve   bi(i   ii'lieu  to  Thoe  our  gracious  Queen, 
Thou   h:ist    left    this   toilsome,   troubled  shore  ; 

Hut    kiiouins   what    Thy    earthly   life   has   been, 
We  hope  to  meet   where  jiartiuKS  are  no  more. 

We  trust   a^ain   to  meet   Thine  earthly  form. 

That  in  the  silent  tomb  was  lately  laid  ; 
v;ieep   sweetly   on   "Our  Queeii"   a-vay    ''roai   e;uth!y    '-■tnrms. 

As    in    thy   rubes   of   •■death"    thfu   are  arrayed. 


THE  EXILE. 

Oh  '     Father    lead    nie   with    Thine   hand. 

rntil    this   earthly   strife   is   o'er  ; 
Then  1   shall  reach  that  iiromised  land. 

And  dwell   upon  its  shining-  shoi'e. 

An  exile  from  my  native  shore. 

To  a  land  beyond  the  sea, 
I    bid   farewell  to  scenes  of  yore. 

And   her   who  rocked   me  on  her  knee. 

Twas   oft    1   mocked   that    .Mother's   tears 
That   foil   upon  her  reckless  boy  ; 

And   her    prayers   now   .sin;nnK    in    niy   ears, 
oft    filled    my   bleeding   lieari    with  joy. 

Oh  !    could   I  once  more  press  the  hand 
That   cooled    my   throbbinK.    fevered   brow, 

I   then  could   rest  in   this   fair  hind. 

Where    luy    footsteps   d  lil'     feel)ler   srow. 

Awa.y   from    i  liil.lhood  s   happy   hi>ine. 

Days,   months,  and   years  glide  slowl\-  by  ; 
As  here  in   this  f.iir   Land   t   loam, 

'V\''here   1    am   dooincd    to   li\o   and  die. 

I   lorm    tu   meet    "Thai    Mother"  dear, 
Who  taught   me  at   her  knees  to  pray 

I'.ul   she  h.as  (Tossed  that   river  clear, 
Whi-re    'lis   always   <iiie    et»'rnal    day. 

Yet  '.     To   I  hop''   no   hccil    1    gave, 

I!ut    laughed    ;md    s\ing    in    drunken    glee  : 
And  oft   In  anger  did   I  rave 

Al    liif   who  Sought    inv   ihains  to   free. 


'Tls  oft,   nicthinks.    I    hi  ar  that  voice 
That   spoke  to  me  In   tender  tones  ; 

And   oft    within    my   heart   re.1o)oo, 

.Mthoiigh    past    days   my   soul   bemofins. 
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Ami   uht-ii    I    ilrcam  of  home  .icrnss  Iht-  sc.i. 

With   1  hiliiliiKid's   iiTiny   Jons  , 
1  often   wish   th;it    I    xstic   rn-e, 

Anil   oiicf   :in;ini   a   (  liil'l    with   toys. 

Those  happy  days  with  me  are  o'er. 

With  ncjne  other  than   myself  to  blame  ; 
And   here   upon   this   foii^isn   shore, 

My  Krave   will    t)eai-  a    lelon's   name. 

"Pis    oil     1    \icw     I  lie    blue   and    houndlt'ss    sea, 
And   watch   the   i  lal'ts   that   slide   along  : 

No    news    li<jm   Ih'III"   are   brousht    to    ine. 
I   see   them   pass,    1    hear   the   seaman's  souk. 

My    locks   a' e   turninji   Krey.   my   sinht    berominji    liiin. 

My   footsteiis   slower   than  of   yo       ; 
And  soon    1   must  Ik?  called  by   Him, 

For    I    ha\e   reached    in    years    four   score. 

("ould    1    become  a  child  once   more, 

And   listen   to   that    mother's   voice  . 
My  aim  wduld  be  to  reach  that  shore. 

Where   anftels   in    their   home  rejoice. 

Far    from    the    scenes    of    chiblhood's    years, 

I    spent    a   jjodless   reckless   life  ; 
And  many  are  the  bitter  tears, 

Thai    sorely   rend   my   heart    with   strife. 

My   po(i|-   tild    nu'thcr   ditMi    and    left    her   boy. 

An  exile  from  his  n.ilive  land  : 
But  we  .shall  meet  again  in  joy, 

Upon    yon  distant   shining  strand. 

The  time  is  shcnt  ere  the  die  be  cast, 

'Tw  ill  be  from  death  unto  eternal  life  ; 
A    pardon    has    been    grante<l    for   the   past. 

.\nd    my    future   houie   yon    <ily    free   of   strife. 

My   eyes  .ire    growing   dim.    methinks     tis    night. 

Yet  still  I  feel  His  gentle  hand  . 
1  see  that   bright  and  shining  light 

I  have  almost  reached  "That   piondsed  land." 


Toung  men   I  beg  of  you  my  dying  warning  take. 
And  strive  to  enter  that  straight  and  tiarrow  gate 

Your  lives  will  be  whatever  you  may  make, 
Trust  not   yourselves  to  such  a  thing  as  fate. 
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THE  SOLDIER'S  RETURN. 

A    iiiiithfi's   MMiis  iire  opoii,   lo  embiace  her  soldier   Imy, 
The  tears  thai  iritklf  o'f.'r  her  cheeks,  are  those  of  holy  joy  ; 
And  now   her  prayers  that  from  her  heart  so  often  did  ascend, 
Are   answered  by    hi  r  (iod.    Ili'  dow's  trusted   fiieiu). 

She   !o%es   her   noble   boy,    who   fought    for    Britain's   Queen, 
Among  the   rocks  and  hills,    with   treacherous   foes   unseen  ; 
She   Kazes  on  his  m;  nly  form,  in  blood-stained   khaki  clad, 
Then    breaths   a    prJ'.yer   to   Heaven    for    her    wounded    soldier    lad. 

She  calndy  kissed  that  brow,  now  bronzed  by  Afriu's  clime. 
And  Weill  uin>n  his  shattered  arm,  now  powerless  for  all  lime  : 
Then   with  a   mother's  arms  she  clasped  him   to  her  breast, 
Atid  sighed   within   her  heart,  Cod  knoweth   what   is  best 

She  listens   to   bis   tales  in   teais  of   ra|.turous  joy. 

And  prays  to  r.od  above  for  the  welfare  of  her  boy  : 

She  hears  from  his  own  lips  the  stories  of  our  brave, 

Who  are  restiuK  in  the  veldt,    vithout  a  stone  to   in.ivk  tlnir  srave. 

He  brings  with  him  as  relics  of  this  cruel  aTid  treacherous  war, 
A    mutilated  arm,   and  on   his  breast  a  long  and  ghastly  scar- 
Yet  still  he  si>eaks  in  praise  of  the  enemies  of  our  Queen, 
And  of  the  many  acts  of  mercy— by  human   eyes  unseen. 

May  Uod  watch  o'er  that  mother  and  her  wounded  .soldier  boy. 
And   may   their  lives  be  one  of  sweet  and  hallowed  joy  ; 
And    when  the  bugle  call    from   Heaven  shall  descend. 
May  that  mother  and  her  boy— to  brighter  homes  ascend. 


CHILDHOOD  S  DAYS. 

I   oft    .ecall    my   childhood   days. 
They   were   to   me  so   bright    and    fair  ; 

When   I   could  bask  In   sunny   rays. 
And  ideaauros  of  a  home  could  share. 

'Twns   oft  I   tlshed   yon   meadnw    laook, 
Whc^reln  the  speckl''d  trout   did   play. 
And  oftvn   mourned   the  loss  of  hook. 

l!ul    seldom    ever    caught    nu"    p'-ey 

I  loved  to  loiter  in  the   lane. 

Where  sweet   violets  and  primrose  grew  ; 
Then    gaze   upon    the    golden    grain. 

That  drooped   their  heads  lienealh   the  dew. 

My  mother  died  and  left    her  boy 

hepeiidont    on    a    stranger's   care  : 
Hut   my    father  dear,   I   was  his   joy. 

And  .ill  the  sweets  of  life  did  share. 

'Twas  at  the  age  of  five  1  went   to  s<  hool. 
Where  T   was  placed  to  keep  me  from  harm's  way 

Home  rallec.   me  dunce,   but  others  called   me  fool, 
ft    \v:.p     W    ..He    tn    !i)P     pro\  ided    T    coidrt    play. 
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1    do   iKit    iciflly    IhiiiU    Ui:it    1   could    be    ;i    dunce. 

If  you  :iiid   1   cnii  so  :ip;i'ee  : 
1    kii.-w    llic   ditT'Tciu  o    'iwixt    twice  find   once, 

And   ri.wld    ri'i  cil    my    .\     P..   C. 

.At   Icn.nth   ^cdd    news    li>   nio   were   "oiou^ht, 
And    I    nsiiin   I'roni   srinxii   was  free  ; 

'Twiis  now  the  home  ili:it    I   had  sought. 
Was   with   niy    'iMur   (in   the  sea. 

I  loved  to  r<i,nii   on   :i    foici^n   beach, 

And   listen   to   the  lucakcrs  loar  : 
Where  I  could   liear  the  sea  mews  screech, 

As  npvard   thiou^li   the   clo\ids  they   soar. 

1  love  to   rock    uv)on  the   waves, 

Th.'it  Piiarkled   'ncath   a   southern   sky  ; 

And   cross  the   line,   where  "Kejitune"'   shaves 
New  comers   that  are  sailing  by. 

For   years   I   sailetl   'ne.ath   :i   sonlhern   sky, 
Where  plants  and  trees  are  always  green  : 

'Twas   where   the   Pelican   and  Flamingo   fly, 
-Nnd  stupendous  works  of  God  are  seen, 

'Tis    "there"    yon    sec   the    snow-c,'i]iped    motint. 

And  hear   the  ren^uin's  doleful  ciy  ; 
Where  whales  yini   could    in  numbers   eount. 

Beneath    >(>n   balmy  s<nithern   sl;>'. 

'Twas  there  the  Dolphin  and   Honita   played, 

And  the  tropic  tiirds  in  flocks  abound  : 

'Twas  there  the  crystal  waters  .sprayed 

And  cast    there  phosphorescent   sparks  aiound, 

I  roamed  in  .Xfric's  sandy  soil, 

And   frathereil   her  lucious   fruits  : 
Then    climbed   the   trees   that    yield   her   oil, 

And  hear  tlie  roaring-  of  her  forest  brutes. 

1    vie\\ed   that    sterile   Alpine   chain, 

\\'ith  its  sno    -clad  jteaks  above  the  clouds, 
Twas   tliej-e   the  sons   of  France   were   sLain, 
And    the    snow     bei  ,inie    their    final    shrouds. 


I   have  roamed  on  PI.   Helena's  Isle, 
And   seen   the  place  where   Napoleon   died  ; 

Wliere  ("roiije  now  with  rank  and    file. 
Will    soiH>iy   have  their  patience  tried. 

It  is  not  once  or  twice,  but  three  times  three 
Tliat    I    liave  rounded  old  Cape  Hoin  ; 

'Twas    there   T    ilid   some   hardships   see, 
And   wish   that   I   had  ne'er  been   born. 

I  loved   to  watch  yon   fonming  crested   wave, 

And  tlie  petrel  a.s  it   nllde«  along  : 
It  has  to  me  n  lesson  Rave, 

Which  ninkes  my  fiilth  and  hope  more  strong. 
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Akhiiugh   I   uaiidered  cm  many  a   liappy  shore, 
WlU'ie   youth   and   beauty   did    abound  : 

Theie  is     i    land   I   always  shall   adoif, 

Tis  where  the    bt'lls  of    -.Merry   Kn^land'     sound 

And   \\  hj-   n(Jt   Ui'liold   the   Hiil.in's    tame  ? 

Who  wfie  chosei.  by  Alnnghly  'Jed  ; 
To  spread   the   lit^hl   in   Jesus'    naiiu-. 

Whoro  naught    but    heathen    leet    had   ti-od. 

Oh  :     hfi\\     1    li've    to    luMi-    !  liose    cliinies, 

( »n    eaeh    succeeding    ("hiistnias    morn  ; 

They  recall   th^   joys  of  <  hildheod's   days. 

And    announce    Iht    day    that    (  hrist    was    born. 

My  years  are  rolling  on,   my  sight  becoming  diti>. 

My   footsteps  slower  than  of  yoie  : 
.\nd   so. in    I   must   account    lo    Him 

I"or  the  talents  Riven,   be  it   one  t)r  nioie. 

There  aie   those    whom   1    long  to   meet 

I  In    Iliat    bright    i.nd    radiant    shore; 
"I'is  'there  "    we  iri:'.y  each  othei-  greet. 

Will  n   all  the  ills  of  life  are  o'er. 

I    know    that    oliincs   1    ha\e    wandered 

In    paltis    th;i    were    not    straight  ; 
And   often   h.is   my    lime  lieen    squandered. 

Witiiin    Ihc   lii-o.id    and   sinful   gate. 

Hut    still,    there    was    a    ransom    paid, 

'rh,ii     w.'    Ilirdugh    it    nia>    Uv^  ; 
"l'w,is    thiiaigh    the   grave,    wherein    lie    laid. 

nil  '    \vli;!t   .an    «!■  to  him   <-\'V  give  ? 


THE  RED  CROSS   FLAG. 


There  are   voices  .Mlling    tr.Mti    .Xfric's   far  (df   laiuis. 
Where  friend   .in.l   foe  will   me<>t    with  d.irk  .and   bloo.ly   hands  : 
.•\nd   many  .>f  our   noble   youths    wli..   I. Ml    ihci-,-    n.itive   lands. 
Will   tiiid   a    i.'slnig    iil.ice  in    .\fri.'s   ^;.d.li  n   strands. 
OOd    bless    the    Ked    Cross    Hag 

There  are  mothers  wli.'   will   w.'..],  ,iii,i   wivs   v\h.i   kn.'cl   in   pr.ayer, 
When   absent   from   those   lo\ed  oi  e.^-   \  Un   would  their  trotdiles  share 
And   when  at   eve  they  gather  and  on   their  pillows   rest. 
The.v  fot.dly  dre.im  cif  those  who  nestled  on  their  breast. 
<  !od    bless   the    IN'd    Cross   flag. 

There  are  sisters  who  have  b.ib.'.l   i|i,.  thr.ibhing,   fevered   brow. 
And    watched    the   belting   pulse,   as  feebler  It   did   grow 
And   watched   the   fading  hues  upon  that   pallid   face, 
And  saw    that     death'    had   con<iuere(l   in   that    feeble  rare. 
Ood  bless  the   llfd   Cross  Hag. 
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■|'hfTi      Hi'    "lyniFi-"    w  lio   iir.'iy  out'   siilaifrs   ni;i>'    be   ^lain, 
And    linpc    ill    Alric's    s^imls    ;hoir    t)0(]iL'K    in:iy    iein;iin  ; 
Aii'l    1  luTf   is    a    KiiiLj  aliovc   <'ii    His    eternal    tlirone. 
He   has   ilccii'cii    that    lliatain's   <^)iioc!i   shall   never   tie   (iverthrown. 
<'.<ii|   liifss   tile   llcil    Cri'ss  llagr. 

('■(Ill  '.     nil   Willi    ilii.  ■     who  iK'ar   tl\--    Knl   ( 'i-oss  mi   Ihcir  li'.'^asl. 
Oh.  pivp  him  iiower  to  soothe  and  Krant  the  wounded   rest  ; 
And   may   ;he  shot   and  shell  ne'er   make   their  numbers  less  ; 
( 'h.    Coil  :     we    ijray    to    Thee,    their   noble   efforts    bless; 
(lod   lilcss   the  7{ed   Cross  flaK. 

And    may    tlu-    time   he   near    whin    the   sounds   of   battle   rease, 
Will!   Hriton's  stin'dy  sons  retiirnins:  home  in  peare  : 

r.ni    ilnTf  arc  those  amonR  them,   ^\  ho  rest   in    Afrir's  sand, 
•  hi. I    mani    ilirir  souls   may   rest    in    iliat    bt  it;lit.T.    happier  land. 
Ctiu]   bless   !h.>   TNil    ( 'r<is.<=   ll.-ig-. 


THE  LONE  HUT. 

On   yonder  roeky   l)e:uh,   wlieie   the  .suiKing  billows   roar, 
Stands  a  solitary  hut,    where  three  .souls  h.ive  dwelt  of  yore  . 
"Twas  there  a   mother  taught  her  only  child  to  pray. 
That   Ciod  protect  his   father  on    that  tempestuous   bay 

It    was  oft   they   watched   the   lowering  clouds   in   yonder  sky. 
And  listened  to  the  sea-mews'  shrill  and  piercing  cry  ; 
In   v.iin  thoy  watched  for  him,  the  earner  of  their  bread, 
And  liitlc  did  they  dream,  ho  was  numbered  with  the  dead. 

'I'lie   da.Ns  spread   on  and    many   s.iils    weix-  oft    in   sight. 
Yet   there   were   none  amotiR  them   to  cast  a  gleam  of  lifihi  : 
And   still   a    prayer   arose   from    that   wife   and    mother's   heart, 
'I'h.at    Cod    »\oi,M    Ki\o    her   sirenmli    l,i    luirill    .a    nidlher's   i.art. 

Th.'  liiiif  li.is  ijui'  l<ly  Uown  ;   'tis   weeks  in  place  of  days, 
And   yet    ,,o   tiiiiuhs  come   with   bright   and   cheerful  rays  ; 
The  day  has  waned,   she  .seeks  for  rest  u.ion   her  lonely  bed  : 
Without   a    frIciK]   to  (  on]   her  lips    or   bathe  her  aching  he.id. 

.\i    Un.yth  the   morn   it   breaks,   th.    booming  gun  is  heard, 

.■\nd  utters  from  its  fnry  mouth,   a   bitt*i,   bitter  word: 

She  leaves  her  lonely  hut,  and  hies  along  the  shore, 

To  see   her  husband's  coriise  upon    the  foaming  breakers  bore. 

Ami  still   that    lonely  hut    remains  upor.   that  rocky  strand. 
While  "those"  who  sought  its  shelter  have  reached  a  better  land 
Where  the  booming  of  the  signal  gun  no  more  .shall  cause  a  dread 
f»r  cause  the  tears  to  flow,  for  those  we  mourn  as  dead. 
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TREAD  LIGHTLY  THERE. 

Ill    NMiiilfi    st;il>-l\-    •I'^tle.    with   its    i\  \'-i-o\i'ri-'l    wallp. 
WliiTi'   r.'\-.lr.\-   .ind    iiiirlh    liiiiK   lh^l)u^;h   its   i!iarbU>   halls: 
"I'v.as    llicn-    a    silnit    KidUp    weft-    ^al  lu-l  t-il    vuiiiid    a    bed   ; 
■■Tread    I.iMlitly    'I'lu-ri'.'^    ymi   stand    hi    the    invsericf   of    tin-   dead. 

Withii!    tlv    iirih-Mii    ■.vail    in    a    cuinirt's    k1""iii.v    > dl, 
l;»'(lint's  an    afj.-il   man   who   for   lifo  is   chionted   to   dwell. 
It    n.is  not   always  thus  with   that   inihapiiy  .soul  : 
•■'I'rcad     I.if^htJN-    'I'lii-ft-."    hv    has    almost    rcacVed    the    ^oal. 

In   yonder   lonely   tint,   on    •■    iiioin.t  a  in^s   nin.yeil    side, 
There  kneels  .an   aKed   man,    who   was  oin  e  a    mot  iier^s   pride. 
False   friends    lelraved,    he  suffered    by   their  rod  ; 
"Tread    Lightly    There,"    he's   communing   with    his   Cod. 

I'l'oii    h.a-   lonely    bed,   a    [latlent    mother  lay. 

\\"lth    Iter   there   was   no   nipht   't\yas  one  eternal   day 

Anil   by  h.f  sio<id   her  oidy  child   who  watched    the   Itickt-riiiK  IiRht 

■■Tr.Mii    l.iKhtiy    There,"    she's   kissing   him   good-nieht. 

Away    in    yonder    lents    on    Afric's    b.attle    tield, 
.\ic  many  of  our   friends,    wlujse    piecioiis    li\-.s    they    yie.ld  ; 
.Xnd    many   tears   are   shed    for   tho.se    who    nobly   fall  ; 
■■Tread    I.iMhily    Tla-r.-.'^    they   are   resjiondinK   to    their    '■call." 

Iiovn   ill    the  ocean's   b.'<i.   'iie.-ith   showers   of  <rolden   spray. 
Where   many   of   fathei-,    son.   ami   husband    l.iy. 
There   sleei.   they   deen.   down   in    their   briny   be, I  ; 
"Tread    Mainly   Thei.-,-    thoii   art    s.iilin^   (Tor  the  dead. 


PASSING  THOUGHTS. 

'"''■II    ill    m.N    solitude    I    r.imble   in    t'ne    village   lane, 
.And    listen    to   the    nnisic   of    the    v.ai-bler^s   song  ; 

Th.ii    g.-'7,e    in    .xuathfiil    iiptme    upon    the   .golden    ii,:i\t\ 
As   my    we,i,y    feet    rettise   to   lead    me   farther  on. 

'ifiimes    I    vievv    that    liouT',    where  i  hildhooiPs   days    were   spent 
'l"o   lisl'ii   to  the  sound   of  bells   that    tloat   upon   the  air 

1    see    the   old    ■•chun  h    spire'^    where    I    each    Sabbath    went. 
.\iid    met    the   aged,    and    the   young:    the   deerepid   and    the    fair. 

I    winder   in   the  old   church-yard,    where   my   companions   rest, 
'i'hen  ^:r/.r  upon  the  tonibs  that    deiaite  ih.-ir  resting  jilace  : 

.A    yision   stand.s  before  me  :   a  piing  arises  In   my  breast 
And    phantoms  of  th  ■  pa-'    ;  nd   ft.nie.   nty   tearful  eyes   will    trace. 

I    hear    the  bleating  of   the  sheep,   also   the   neighiUK   of   the   horse. 
As   I   ilid    ill  da\s  of   yore,    which   can   never  more  return  : 

Vet    why    should    I    u  it  hill    my    breast    now    cultiv.-ite    remoise. 
SiiKc   kind    I '1  ii\  idciii  e  did   m.\    wayward  footsteps  '    "n. 

iiniiies    I    walch    the    biib.ws   with    their   silver  spray. 
And  the  little   petrel    tli.it    follows   us   each  day  ; 

I  hear  the  1  aiiun.iu'e  ,,f  the  waves  In  .-i  reljuking  voice  now  say 
Ueniember    these    this    night    \\  ho   bade   you    dally   pr.iy. 


I  see  yoii  jiow  t-ri'ul  Albatross  that  is  aye  upon  Ihe  wing, 
Skimniiiie    o'er   the    waters    with    their    siUer-crested    sjiray, 

I  hear  the  music  of  the  waters,  also  the  dir^e  they  siiiK. 
A.s    I    watcli   with   weary  eyes,   for  the   break   of   clay. 


I   hear   the  Curfew    Hell   that   loll.s   the  knell   of   parting   day. 
And    Idds    the    weary    onesi    to   seek    repose    in    sleep  ; 

I   hear   the   voices   that   assemble  in   the   frugal    home   to    pray, 
As  they  invoke  the  aid  of   Him   who  can   them   safely   keep. 

Then   far  away   upon   the  shores   of   India's  coral    strand, 
I    view   majestic   pe  iks  that    Cower  above   the  clouds  ; 

Then   ponder  o'er  the  beauty  of  that  far  distant  land 
With   Us   large  and   lofty   peaks   arrayed   in   snow-white   shrouds. 

Then   in    my   glee    1    climb   the  cliff.s   of    St.    Helena's    Isle, 
Where  the   Hero  of  the  French  did  spend   his   latter   days.' 

Where  brave  ■'("ronje"   and  his  men  enjoyed   vacations  for  a  \rhile 
To   listen   to   the   musU    of   the  Ocean's  ever   changing   lays. 

From   there  oiu-e  more.   1   stantl   on  Albion's  shoi-e. 
And    with    delight     I     vi.-.v     ih'    Isle    wlieie    I    was    boin  ; 

Not  dreaming   then   that    1   had   bade   adieu!    forever  more 
Or  that    the   rose   to   me   would   prove  to   be   a   thorn. 

I  see  the   old   baronial   taatle,   surrounded   by   its   moat. 
And   the  fatal  bridge  \vhere   many   a  bloody  strife  was  foupht, 

Where   many  a   missive    had   In   human   blood   been    wrote, 
And  had  in  course  of  time  a  safe  deliver.aice  brought. 

(iftlmea    I    ponder    deeply,    will    my    mission    be    fulfilled. 
Have  1   trod  In  the  path  my   kindred  trod  for  me  ? 

Has   the  seed   they  sowed   become  the  grain  well  filled. 
Or   has  it   been   a    failure   lik.-    foam   u|ion   the  st:a  '.' 

Oftimes    I    stand    ujion    the   pinicle   of   eartlily   fame. 
And   view  the  bubble  that    !   wish  was  mine  ; 

When   a    voice    upl)raidlng    whispers   art    thou   seeking    for   a   name 
If  so  take    up   thy   cross,    and   let    thy   virtues   shine. 

Then  ;is  ;i  thief  at   night    I  nimble  in  the  lane. 
And  rob  the  songsters  of  the  brood  Ihey  held  so  dear  ; 

Then   trami>le   under   foot    the   blades  that   would   produce  the  grain 
\\ith    my   der>raved    and    youthful   heart   devoid   of    fear, 

Oftlnies   I'm   rambling   where   the  violets   and   the   primrose   grow. 
Where   the    minnows   gambol    in    the  crystal   stream. 

Where   I  see  the   lambs   with   their   fleeces   white   as  snow, 
When,   alns  !    for   me,    T  aw,ike  to   find   It   but   a   dream 

Oftimes    I    vie-v    the   .eplre   of   niy    native    village   church. 
Where  om  e   my  parents   sought   to  plant   fair   virtue's  seed. 

And  oft.'n  in  my  di>-ams.   I  view    tlio  grand  an-l  stately  birch. 
Kike  0   sentinel  on  guard  in   every  hour  of  need 

Then    In    my    gl  .e    1    stand    bene.ith    the    Ai.des    lofty   range  ; 
And  view  the  snow -clad   peaks  that   tower  above  the  clouds  ; 

1    pnnd.T   o'er   those    w  oi  ks    so   grand,   and  yet  bo   strange. 
Thos.    lofty   ixaks  ilad  In   their  snow-white  .shrouds. 


Then    comes    to    me    .c    ihou^^ln    ih.it.    ,il\\:iys    ciuiiliuts    mo, 
It    leails   me  .s.ilely   on.   o'er  each   unseen   ami   (Jantje'i'ous  rock, 

To   know   that   on   the   liesurrcction    n>orn    1   shall   my   Saviour  see. 

And    then    ii-main    l<iri\er    anKHiKSt     His    rlins^'n    tlock. 

Now    ill    my   I  hildish   t^lee   1    watch   the   hamlets   sm^lsc. 
Where    its    cnc  ircliny   rings    among   majestic   oaks   are    hiding  ; 

Tlien    from    \iiii    distant   swamp    1    hear    the    frogs    harsh    cioaU, 
MinKlinK   willi   \U^■  farewell   notes  of   songsters   now   reliriiis. 

Then    far   awa\'    i    sic    the    I'ctnl    tlial    is    a\c    uikjii    the    w  iiii;', 
Skimming   o'er    the    lull'iws    tlial    as    minnilains    imw    ai  is.    , 

Then    1    hear   the   ln-eakers'    roar,   and    the    ilirge   they   sing. 
As   the   lightning's   Hashes   are   lighting   o].    i  lie  skies. 

Sometimes   1   am   a    iiui)il    at    tlie   lioltom   of   my  class. 
With    amo,    .imas,    amal.    stil!    lings. liiig    on    my    tongue, 

When  the  tutor,   in   his  anger,  compiires  mo  to  an  ass. 
Forgetting  his  dcliinnicncies,   when   he  was  young. 

Then  amii'    t)ie  ruins  nf  an  uld   and    famous  cit\', 
I  stand  and   gaze  on  scenes  that  pi'ox  e  how   frail    we  are  : 

Then   thoughts  of  home  will  blend   with   i.,iis  ..f   pity. 
As    I     h.-ar    thi^    strain.-,    of    music  and   sec  the  ^;atc   that  stands  .ijai . 

Now   to  tile   sacred   Ganges,    my   thoughts    will    take   a    llight, 
And    there    behold    the   adoratioti    in    which    the   heathen    how 

With    their    minds    laiK'h    darker    than    an    .\rctic   night, 
V>t!    sin  oier    f.ir  ;    than   we   who  claim   "our  God"   to  know. 

Then    down    on    l*atagoni.'i's    cold  .ind  l.arren   land, 
I  watch  the  angry  billows  that  like  mountains  will  arise  , 

I   view   the   mighty    works   of  that    superhuman   hand 
In  those  gigantic  mountains  towering  to  the  skies. 


Then   once  again    1    stand    \\itliih    ni.\-    i  hildlicuid's    liiime. 
Where,   at  my   mother's  knees,  each  iii.ght   I  knelt  to  pray  : 

Oh  '.    c;in   it    be   that    spirits,    here,    will    sometimes    roam. 
.Mcthink^    I    often   .see    "my   mother"    at    Ihc   closing   of   the   day. 

Well   do    1    remember,    when    "l>cath"    deprived    "the    home," 
Of  him,    w  ho  as  a    father,   could   in  nowise  be  excelled  ; 

And  oft  1  see  his  features,  as  here  I  daily  roam, 
Allhough    in    youthful    dnys   .against    his    precopts    T   rebelled. 

And   now    1    pluck   the   i  owslip.s  th.it    adorn   the   field  ; 
Then  Inhale  the  perfume  from  the  violets  rustic  bed. 

I  see  the  fields  of  golden  grain  atid   their  abundant  yield. 
Which   nature  gives   to  fdl  eacli   mouth   with  daily  bre.id. 

Now    liy    the   lowly   cot    I    watili   the   features  of  a    dying  child. 
And  I  hear  the  tl.ipping  of  those  wings  unseen  by   me  : 

I  see   the  pla<  id    smile  of  one   whose  life  was   trndofiled. 
Then    1   wish   that    T.   couhl   like  th.ii    litd..  clie,iib.    Hoe. 

Then  (  onies  in  view  the  ru.stic  chair,   beneath  a  stately  ash. 
Where  oft   my  :ingel   mother  sat.  to  chide  her  wayward  boy'; 
^  When,   much   better  h.nd  it  been  to  have  applied  the  ln«li 
That    may   have  been   the   me.ins   of   turning   sorrow   into  j.iy." 
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"I"    in   niiiiiy    huuis    of   both    tlio    luiiiispli.',  r-s    have    been, 
And  viewetl  the  woiiderous  works  m   ;iie  Creators  hand, 

The   mountains  and   the    vales  ;    llie    river."   and   the  oceans  seen 
And   viewed    the   worship  of   the    I'ai^an    in   an   eastern   lan-l. 

Now  on  the  bright  and  glorious  noon  of  a  Seiitember  day 
1    walrh   the  searlet   coaled   hunf-rs  that   gather  at  the  Meet  ; 

I  hear  the  barking  oi  the  hounds  that  hold  the  stag  at  bay 
And    see    those   faithful    creatures    crouching    at    the    master's  'feet. 

(iflinies   I    liear  my  sainted   inothei-  chiding   nu-. 
For  thouglus  and  deeds  that  ill  become  the  mail, 

-Xnd    in    my   flreams   hep  smiling   face   1  oftimes' see, 
Wliilst    licr  (ouns.-i  and   love,   forget    1   never  can. 


DRIFTING. 

"Drifting"    1    am    upon    the   boundless   sea    of   Time. 

Could    1    but    read   those  stars   with   their  language   so   sublime 

Methiiik   that   thry    ju   unison  uni!.   vain   man   app.Ml, 

Not    knowing    what    a    day,    an    hour,   a    minute   may    reveal. 

Yea:     1   am    diiiting   here   alon,',    upon   lif,,'s   che(  kered  sea 
\\ith    perils   all   around    that    hourly    threaten    me; 
The    ijpht   in    yonder    Heacon    is    hut    dimlv    burning 
And    my   soul    foi-   its    release,   ilaily   it    is   yearning. 

Although    the   breakers   roar   ui>,Mi  the  distanr  shore 
They  cannot   me  afright  ;     their  t.-nors  are  all  o'er: 
And    safely    will    the    barcpu'   into    the    haven    glide 
-Against    the   angry    seas,    also   the   adverse    tide. 

The   pleasures   of   "the    world"    by   me  are  never  sought 
Suice   death    within    my   h.,:,,.-    a  lasting    sorrow    brought 
For  there  is  a   Light  on  yonder  slior.    !   always  keep  in   view 
Since   to   all   earthly   pleasure,    1    have   bade  adieu  I 

Yea  :    I    am    daily   driftiiig   from   the  dangerous  shoal. 
Tha;    lays    upon   the    lee   of    yonder   shining   goal  : 
Drifting   as   a    bird,    utioii   expanding   wing. 
Towards    llea\en    my    home,    where  Cod  a'u.n,'   is   King. 

Drifting-:     yes         am     at     i:very   turning  of   the   tide 
'towards    l!,at    gL.rious    home    where    I    am    horung   to   abide 
Us   th.'ir  tbr  friends  of  youth   I   cheertullv  can   meet 
''■''  ""■'■^ '   fi-iends  and   foes  must   ..a,h  other  greet. 

Drifting  :    yes    1   am    to    where   each    mortal    hav    to   go 
I  he  gay  ami  giddy,   rich  and   poor.    als,.  the   friend  and   foe 
No   marble   slab    may    stand   above    the   .^od-bound    mound- 
l.ut   the  sleeper  will  .arise,    when    th.    trump  do,.^  sound 

Ye.s.   drifting   to   ,hat    home    1    now   .so   fondlv  .rave 
There   m.iy    b,-   rest    within    niv    plebiaii   grave  ■ 
Xo  worldly   honor   .1,.   1   ..eek   from   either   friend   or   foe 
I"!    wneii    the   trump  does  .sound;    we  all    must   go 
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Dtiflliig  !    yes    1    am    towards    the   mansion    of    delight. 
Where  I  can  greet  my  King  ilad  in  garments  white. 
Drifting   to   yon   Home   with   friends   awaiting   "there", 
Krt'e'd    from    the   toils    of   eaith,  (jf  soikjw.  and  of  tare. 

And    wliuu   I   Ijid   f.iieufll   lo   lliis  cdld   d.-i  eitfui    woi  hi, 
Let   n;»t   the   words  of  scorn   from   venemous   lips  be  hurled  ; 
But   let   me  rest  in   peace,   in   this  a   foreign   land  to  me, 
Four  thousand  miles  from  Home  across  the  sea. 

(iftinu-s    an     extr-nded     hand     a    cankerous    wound    would    h 'al. 
And   help  the  droojiing  heart,  a  debt   of  gratitude  to  feel  ; 
The   kin<!ly   smile,  oft   heals   the   lone   and   wounded   heart, 
And  extracts   the  venom  of  the  vile   and  poisonous  dart. 

Am   I   drifting  far  away   from   my  theme. 
When   I  say   that   I   am   sailing  upon   an   adverse  stream. 
Against  cataracts  and   rapids   that   impede  my  way, 
Creating  gloomy   night,    In   the   place  of  brilliant   day  ? 

Drifting    fiom    the   creed   once    taught    at    my    mother's    knee. 
If  I    in   Ignorance  err   let   not    the   charge  be   laid  on   me. 
There  is  coolness  in  the  Chii.ch  that   would   the  blood  congeal 
And  crush  the   last   expiring  ray  the   wounded   heart  may  feel. 

Drifting  as   a   wreck   upon    the  storm-tossed  sea 
With   danger.-;  all    around    that    daily   threaten    me  : 
There  is  One  guiding  Hand   which   has  never   beer   witheld, 
Although   against   its   precepts  oft   hav?  I   rebelleo 

Drifting  towards  that  great   unknown  which  none  can  comprehend 
Should  not   our  lives  on  earth  in  harmony  now  blend 
For  who  can   read  their  destiny,   the  thread  of  Life  being  broke. 
And  we  disappeir  from   earth  like  the  curling  rings  of  .smoke. 

Drifting  to  that   Home   where  wife  and   children  rest, 
I  long  to  reach  that  bourne,  where  none  will  be  oppressed. 
rruiM    I   now-   soar  away  and   join   tiiat  sacred  throng, 
With   glory   in   my  soul,   I   could   sing   my  farewell  song. 


